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Late 


Author's Notes: 
As some of you may know, English is not my former language so let me know what you think about it and if 


you find any mistake! 


Have you ever felt like you were about to freak out because of something so stupid it made you wonder if it 


wasn't just an excuse to burst out? 
l'm feeling like it right now. 


A mere detail like the uncomfortable sweater l'm wearing is throwing me into crisis. Am | going insane? Am | 


just nervous? 
| breath out. 


Calm the fuck down, Hetfield. It's just your first day of school. Once again. The only difference, this time, is 
that you're the teacher. Get a grip, for fuck's sake. You're the master, not the kids. 


Hiding my tattoos, however, won't be easy during the summertime. The fabric of this turtleneck already tickles 
annoyingly a little piece of skin of my neck, let alone the shirt under it. 


I'm definitely sweating. 
Wonder if somebody will notice it. 


Fuck, whatever. I've been standing still in front of this fucking mirror for what seems to be an age. Cool water 


seemed a good idea to calm myself down. Whatever. Now l'm almost late. 


| hope the students are already in their seats, however. God knows if I'll be willing to put up with any kind of 
disrespect. 


